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Heroe*’  and  heroines’  shouts  confus’dly  rise  ; 

And  bass  and  treble  voices  strike  the  skies.  Rape  •/  the  Lack, 

Tllli  following  epistle  contains  consklerahle  acrimony — 
some  of  the  remarks  would  be  well  w’orth  the  attention  of  those 
to  whom  they  are  addressed.  K  is  a  fact  too  well  established, 
that  our  gentlemen  waste  much  of  their  lime  in  the  company 
of  females:  Though  such  society,  when  occasionally  resorted 
lo,  has  an  excellent  effect,  yet  for  a  genileman  to  spend  all  his 
time  with  the  ladies,  and  sacrifice  all  his  evenings  in  their 
company,  is  a  great  step  to  that  ignorance  of  which  the  fair 
sex  is  genei-ally  accused. 

MR.  EYK-I.ASH, 

I  HAVE  no  hesiuttion  in  making  choice  of  your  numbers  as 
a  scourge  w  ith  which  I  may  tease  the  beaux,  and  reciprocate 
those  favoui*s  which  they  are  so  willing  to  bestow  oti  our  sex 
— Poor  creatures  1  w  hat  conseciuenlial  animals  they  suppose 
themselves,  if  they  can  find  fault  w  ith  us  ;  they  eagerly  ana¬ 
lyze  our  figures  and  survey  us  with  the  strictest  exactness,  and 
if  nature  has  not  fixed  a  nrole  where  their  fancy  would  direct, 
a  bustle  is  raisctl,  an  essay  is  written,  and  the  noisy  creatures 
proclaim  it  wherever  their  reports  are  likely  to  be  noticed.  It 
is  but  fair,  that  our  turn  should  now  come — let  us  overhaul  a 

beau,  and  discover  the  charms  of  which  he  can  boast - Well, 

We  see  a  rough  looking  creature,  two  yards  high,  walking  on  a 
pair  of  huge  feet  that  would  cnish  a  cow  to  death — a  little  above 
them  are  two  pretuberances,  vulgarly  called  anklrt^  as  large  as 
pippins,— over  these  u  puny  roZ/l— perhaps  bandy  and  distorted, 
or  decorated  with  a  pair  of  knees  that  thump  each  other  for  the 
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precedence  as  they  move  ulonp^.  A  hand  tlmt  seems  intended 
by  nature  for  a  sledge  hammer  forms  the  but-end  of  a  long, 
ci-ooked,  sliaggy  arm  ;  '1  o  grace  the  other  perfections  of  this 
stalely  animal,  a  head  peeps  from  a  pair  of  mammoth  shoub 
ders,  with  a  little  tail  behind  it,  and  a  bunch  of  hair  on  the  top 
to  render  tolerable  the  apjK'araiiCC  of  a  face  pimple<l  with  dissi¬ 
pation,  and  changed  by  slmng  drink,  8cc.  into  an  indescrilK.ble 
mixtmx*  of  disgusting  colours.  With  such  c.r/r>Tiri/ (puilifica- 
tions,  these  uncouth  moiistei*s  are  eagerly  engaged  in  animad- 
veiting  ujKiii  our  loi-ms,  and  crying  out  that  we  use  artifices  to 
disguise  ottr  iaipt*rfeci  liguivs.  One  of  these  awkward  animals 
escajH-'S,  from  w  hat  he  calls  business,  towards  evening  ;  with 
the  most  consummate  impudence,  gives  au  imperious  knock 
at  one  ofour  doora,  pushes  into  the  parlour,  not  knowing  htn,' 
unwelcome  he  may  be,  and  |H*ii>lexes  the  lamily  two  or  three 
hours  with  nonsensical  slufT about  the  rise  and  Lll  of  the  mar¬ 
ket,  the  pix>buhlc  result  of  our  national  negociutions,  or  some 
such  tilings,  with  which  he  is  entirely  unacqiK.ii)ted,  aixt  the 
contemptible  animal  delivers  himself  with  as  much  impor¬ 
tance  as  though  the  fate  of  nations  depended  on  his  predic¬ 
tions.  Yet  these  poor  puppets  claim  the  exclusive  privilege 
to  sense  and  infonnalion,  and  prticnd  to  charge  the  ladies  with 
loquacity.  What  title  have  the  lieaux  to  -any  superiority  in  re¬ 
spect  of  talents  ?  'riieir  days  are  passed  in  rambling  fixmi  one 
pubric-l.ousc  to  another  ;  in  daubing^  as  they  call  it,  to  the  ter¬ 
ror  of  children  and  dogs  through  the  streets  in  agig,  ormoji- 
ing  oi  er  a  musty  ledger.  Almost  eveiy  evening  is  employed 
in  buzzing  about  the  ladies ;  'I'hus  is  all  their  time  fooled  away ; 
and  these  curious  animals  wish  us  to  believe  their  w  hole  life  is 
'iccupied  in  the  pursuit  of  wistlom,  and  that  we  are  idle,  igno¬ 
rant,  gamilouslx-uigs.  A  lady  is  hartlly  permitted  to  look  af 
two  gentlemen  without  acquiring  the  chai-acter  of  a  cotpiettc, 
fUid  yet  this  all-important  part  of  the  creation  mrfy,  with  im* 
punily,  visit  and  make  advances  to  a  hundred  d  flferent  females. 
\V  ell,  our  only  courae  is,  to  assaii  them  with  their  own  weajions 
—expose  them  in  their  pro|)cv  light — teach  them  their  insig¬ 
nificance,  that  they  may  Ijc  duly  humbled — by  the  way,  I 
ixmemlier  a  few  lines  that  will  help  us  out  on  this  occasion, 
t;iough  I  cannot  now  tell  from  whence  they  are  borrowed. 

Men  are  ugly  clumsy  creatures, 

Kough  in  manners,  coarse  in  features  ; 

Stupid  fancies,  heaits  ungrateful  ; 

Nature  form’d  them  truly  hateful. 
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Now,  Mr.  Eye-Lash,  I  tinst  to  your  candour  for  the  ins  r- 
tion  of  this — if  you  favour  me,  in  fuliHt  I  may  encitmch  a^aln 
on  your  impartiality — with  due  respect,  your*s  obediently, 

HOHATI  A. 


OJtJCISJL, 

.4 VTUMX.il.  REFL  KCTIO.\'S, 


W IK) EVER  walks  into  the  countiy  in  the  autumnal  sea¬ 
son  ;  if  his  mind  is  disposed  to  reflection,  or  endowed  with  sen¬ 
sibility,  will  find  himself  stronf^iy  inclined  to  meditate  on  the 
vdiious  subjects  which  a  view  of  natui'e  aflbixls  :  It  is  a  sober 
season — a  kind  of  pensiveness  rests  on  the  whole  face  of  na- 
■  \ure';  tlie  glow  of  summer  is  past,  the  music  of  the  forest  is 
heard  no  more,  the  gieen  leaves  wave  no  longer  on  the  trees, 
but  yellow  and  withei*ed,  rustic  beneath  the  feet  of  the  passeti- 
ger  in  the  obstructed  foot-path  :  The  morning  air  is  no  longer 
loaded  with  fragrance  from  the  flower-^idomed  fields ;  the  la¬ 
bourer  no  longer  pants  at  noon  for  the  refreshing  shade,  or  the 
cool  breezes  of  delightful  evening  ;  the  harvest  is  gathered  in, 
and  the  works  of  the  year  aix:  approaching  to  a  close  ;  every 
thing  bears  the  impression  of  decay,  and  everj’  one  is  prejxir- 
ing  for  the  important  change  which  is  about  to  take  place  : 
—Experience  tells  us,  winter  is  about  to  resume  his  rigid 
reign,  and  cast  his  hoary  fleeces  over  the  ruins  of  each  furirr- 
er  season's  beauty. 

How  can  all  this  be  witnessed  without  interest!  To  me, 
never  yet  has  this  season  returned,  but  with  it  have  returned 
many  pleasing,  but  more  mournful,  or  at  least  pensive  reflec¬ 
tions  ;  some  of  these  are  incidental  to  the  return  of  any  sea¬ 
son,  such  as  the  ix*collcctions  which  occur  to  every  one,  that 
one  more  year  of  existence  is  rolled  back  into  the  abyss  of  de¬ 
parted  ages,  and  that  many  chanj^s  have  been  produced  in 
that  time,  which  afl’ect  the  conteinpla tor’s  happhicbs,  or  that 
of  his  friends ;  but  autumn  generates  reflections,  and  excites 
enquiries  {reculiur  to  itself.  'I’he  leafless  tires,  the  silent 
groves,  the  russet  fields,  and  chilly  air,  all  speak  loudly  to  his 
feelings,  ‘  Our  glories  have  passed  away,  but  we  know'  from  ex- 
jjerience  that  they  will  return;  autumn  now  reigns, and  win¬ 
ter  will  succeed,  Init  spring  will  return,  and  restore  our  faded 
splendour.*.  We  feci  the  truth  of  these  palpal)lc  exprossions, 
and  our  experience  attests  it ;  wc  see  the  seasons  progrossivc- 
ly  give  place  to  each  other,  in  one  unvarying  ixwind,  and 
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though  the  productions  of  the  earth  seem  now  to  be  expiring, 
we  are  sure  they  will  revive  :  liut,  when  we  apply  the  rule  to 
the  existence  of  man,  we  find  it  fails,  as  it  respects  its  duration  ; 
and  the  surrounding  prosi)ect  proclaims,  ‘  '1  hus,  O  man,  ys  ill, 
ere  long,  the  autuntli  of  thy  life  approach,  the  vigour  of  thy 
frame  will  decay,  the  bloom  of  thy  spring  will  fade,  thy  au¬ 
burn  locks  become  grey  with  the  snows  of  lime,  thou  shall 
behold  thy  venial  honours,  like  the  leaves  of  autumn,  scatter¬ 
ed  on  tile  ground,  and  at  last,  like  the  glories  ol  spring,  sum¬ 
mer  and  autumn,  thou  shalt  sink  beneath  the  blasts  of  cold 
wintry  death — but  to  thee  shall  no  spring  return,  dice  with¬ 
ered,  thy  glories  never  will  bloom  again.’ 

This  is  the  language  of  experience,  and  to  what  reflections 
dties  not  the  remembrance  of  such  truths  give  biYth,  we  be-  * 
hold  the  seasons  depart,  only  to  return — we  see  our  fellow  be- 
i’.igs  sink  into  the  grave  one  after  another,  but  we  sec  no  one  ^ 
rise  from  it,  the  iron  gate  of  death  is  closed  on  the  departed 
for  ever, and  who  can  draw  back  its  everlasting  bolts?  Nature 
Indicates  no  disposition  to  reverse  her  laws  in  our  favour,  and 
we  must  submit  to  her  deci*ee.  Were  we  all,  or  any  of  us 
philosophers  on  Mm  subject,  we  might  trace  the  .'tnalogy  be¬ 
tween  man  and  inanimate  nature,  and  console  oumlves  with 
the  reflection  (drawn  from  the  continual  changes  which  mat¬ 
ter  is  known  to  undergo)  that  as  the  ruins  of  one  year’s  pro- 
ducliotis  sene  to  invigonite  those  of  another ;  so  the  dissolu¬ 
tion  of  our  fnimes  into  dust  might  serve  to  support  beings  of 
some  succeeding  generation  ;  but  we  are  men,  and  cannot  cc«- 
soic  oul-selves  with  reflections  which  serve  hut  to  mortify 
ovr  pride  and  lessen  our  self-consefjuencc — no  I  we  choose 
rather  to  leave  nature  wrapt  in  obscurity,  and  seek  consolation 
in  meditation  :  Still  tracing  th,:  analogy,  can  we  believe  that 
all  the  seasons  should  enjoy  a  repetition  of  existence,  that  their 
pixiductions  should  thus  continually  flourish  for  beings  of  so 
shoil  a  life,  and  that  life  should  never  be  renewed  ?  beings  who 
fondly  believe  all  the  eai  th  was  created  for  their  convenience  ? 
No,  t  he  mind  tirms  to  the  page  of  revelation  as  lier  last  and  best 
resource,  and  is  directed  to  hope  fyr  a  belter  existence,  w  here 
the  seasons  shall  know  no  change,  and  spring  shall  reign  eter- 
nally.  It  is  true,  the  truth  of  a  future  existence  cannot  l)e  ex¬ 
hibited  to  our  view  like  a  piece  of  mechanism,  nor  lx;  demon- 
stratetl  like  a  mathematical  problem  ;  neither  can  we  explain 
why  the  universe  does  not  sink  into  one  general  mass  of  mai¬ 
ler,  except  wc  say  that  its  parts  are  kept  within  their  spheres 
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by  the  power  of  gravitation,  wliich  leaves  us  as  mvicli  ia 
darkness  as  ever,  for  who  can  say  whence  came  gravitation  ? 
Reason  ought  to  be  our  rule  as  far  as  it  is  capable  of  dirceth  g 
us,  but  if  we  believe  the  existence  of  any  one  thing,  whith 
admits  not  of  denwnstrative  pi^oof,  why  should  we  deny  that 
of  another,  wherein  is  placed  the  hope  of  eternal  happiness. 

AKACH  AKSIS. 


selected. 

F.RASTUS  AND  ELIZA.— a  talf. 


(coHcluitJ  fr*z:  l88  j 

ELIZA  at  first  spase  to  i.hA-iTus  with  an  incohei'cnt 
wildness  which  indicated  the  disorder  of  her  mind  ;  till  at 
length  grown  calmer,  she  said,  “  Was  it  delusion  all — and  do 
1  live  once  more  to  behold  the  man  I  love  ?”  ^  It  was,  it  was 
Emza,  s;iid  he,  prossing  her  to  his  lx>som,  thy  husband  lives, 
and  we  shall  now  be  blessed.” 

As  soon  as  their  excess  of  joy  somewhat  abated,  Eliza  de¬ 
sired  an  account  of  what  had  happened  to  him  since  he  left 
her  ;  and  asked  if  he  knew  how  she  canie  to  receive  that  me- 
lancl'.oly  information  which  made  licr  the  most  miserable  of 
human  beings. 

“As soon,  my  dear,  said  he,  as  I  came  over,  1  found  that  the 
affairs  of  the  house  were  not,  by  nmch,  in  so  bad  a  way  as  was 
at  fii'st  imagined,  and  some  time  after  roccived  a  larger  sum 
from  it  tlian  ever  I  expected.  'I'his,  and  an  opportunity  which 
now  preserved  itself  of  my  settling  greatly  to  my  advantage, 
gave  me  excessive  spirits,  and  I  begun  to  hope,  as  1  wrote  my 
Eliza,  that  happier  hours  might  now  await  us. 

“  It  was  not  long  after  my  writing  that  letter,  which  bade 
thee  hasten  to  my  anns,  that  a  stranger  came  to  this  part  of 
the  island,  in  hopes  of  improving  his  health.  Amongst  others, 
1  went  to  pay  him  my  respects.  Can  you  conceive  what  plea¬ 
sure,  mingled  with  surprise  and  pain  I  felt,  when  in  this 
stranger  1  beheld  a  brother  ?  This  was  that  brother  whom 
Eliza  has  heard  me  mention.  He  was  banished  by  my  fa¬ 
ther  for  some  indiscretions  of  youth,  and  left  his  native  coun¬ 
try  with  the  little  fortune  which  had  l)cen  given  him  by  his 
grandfather.  I  le  settled  on  a  distant  part  of  this  islaml,  whero 
he  made  a  cen  ^uest  (for  his  person  was  remarkably  fine)  of 
a  widow,  who  possessed  one  of  the  largest  estates  upon  it. 
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“  He  was  ovei-joyccl  to  see  me.  1  cannot  much  longer  con- 
liinie  here,  said  he  ;  I  am  going  to  the  etcn^iil  alxxle  apix)int- 
cd  human  natin*e.  Since  my  iKinishment  from  my  father’s 
house,  Heaven  has  blessed  me  with’ success.  1  am  told  he 
foi’gave  me  with  his  dying  bi’calh  ;  (iood  old  man  I — You  are 
now,  Krastus,  the  only  remaining  of  our  family  ;  I  little 
<lreamtd  of  ever  seeing  you  again  ;  but  Heaven  is  kitfd.  The 
teiToui's  of  dissolutioit  aiv*  lessened  at  the  sight  of  thee.  ’Tis 
tiot  an  unpleasing  ix*flcction,  that  thy  friendly  hand  will  close 
my  eyes,  beware  F.rastus,  nor  misemploy  the  wealth  I 
fthall  leave  thee ;  it  is  got  with  honour.  1  can  scarcely  ad¬ 
vise  thee  to  marry  ;  'tis  to  the  loss  of  the  best  of  Vives  w  hich 
w  as  soon  followed  by  that  of  an  oidy  child,  that  I  ow  e  my  pre¬ 
sent  disorder.  W’e  were  happy.  She  was  the  best  of  wo¬ 
men.”  At  these  words  Er  astus  fixed  his  eyes  upon  Em?  a, 

May  Heaven  continue  our  lives,  said  he  ;  may  we  never 
know  the  pang  of  separation  till  age  has  silvered  o’er  our 
heads,  and  then  it  must  be  shoii !” 

The  bf'ct.KT  asked  Erastus  what  accident  had  brought 
liim  to  that  part  of  the  world  ;  and  told  him,  that  upon  the 
first  app<  arance  of  his  illness,  he  had  w  ritten  to  England  to 
cnqiiiie  whether  he  was  still  living  ;  and  that  he  had  already 
made  a  will  in  bis  favour,  and  left  him  whatever  fortune  he 
possessed. 

w  It  was  not  long  after  his  arrival,  resumed  Erastvs,  that 
he  died,  and  left  me  an  estate  even  beyond  the  ambition  of  my 
wishes.  It  was  his  funeral  you  met  ;  it  was  Erastus  they! 
were  bearing  to  his  grave,  but  not  Eliza’s  Erastus.  He 
lives  to  be  once  moi*e  happy  with  the  partner  of  his  joys.” 
At  these  wonls  he  pressed  her  to  liis  liosom  with  a  warmth 
expressive  of  the  most  perfect  love.  “  Ujron  my  return  from 
the  funeral,  I  was  told  by  some  one  whom  I  met,  the  story  oi 
a  woman’s  fainting,  with  such  circumstances  as  made  me 
think  it  was  thee.  I  hastened  to  the  house  wheix*  tlie  hospi¬ 
table  sti'angcr  had  conducted  thee,  and  found  thee  sunk  into 
the  arms  of  thy  maid.  Should  1  tell  iny  Eliza,  that  even 
this  circumstance  at  present  afibrds  me  a  degree  of  pleasuie  ? 
Indeed  it  does  ;  it  convinces  me  that  1  still  am  blest  w  ith  thy 
tendcrest  love,  without  which,  as  Eliza  once  said  to  me, 
circumstances  could  make  me  happy.”  *  I 

Erastus  Wiis  now  possessed  of  a  fortune  which  might  ena¬ 
ble  him  to  pass  his  I’emaining  days  independent  of  the  cares 
of  business.  He  sold  his  estate  to  Advantage^  and  returned  tt 
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his  native  country,  where  he  now  lives  in  all  the  felicity  of  ele¬ 
gant  ease.  The  greatest  part  of  their  time  they  spend  in  the 
country',  anti  now  ar.d  then  a  winter  in  the  rational  amuse¬ 
ments  of  the  town  ;  wealthy  without  armgance,  economists 
without  avarice,  and  lilKral  without  profusion  ;  universally 
beloved  by  those  who  have  any  connection  with  them,  and 
admired  by  the  few  who  are  happy  in  their  intimacy. 


SELECTED. 

THE  IIXITERATE  ROEBER. 


A  GEXTLKMAN,  one  evening  pretty  lute,  passing  over. the 
Pont  Neiif,  New  Bridge,  in  Paris,  with  a  lanihoni  in  his  hand, 
w  as  accosted  by  a  sti* *ange  man,  in  a  manner  rather  polite  and 
seemingly  suppliant,  who  requested  him  to  read  a  paper 

•  which,  he  said,  he  had  that  moment  picked  up,  and  did  not 
know  but  what  it  might  be  of  consequence  ;  the  gentleman, 
in  holding  up  his  lanthnrn,  in  oivler  to  read  the  paper,  had 
likewise  an  opportunity  of  surveying  the  pei-son,  and  features 
of  the  person  who  had  accosted  him,  which  he  did  >Yith  some 
attention. 

In  the  paper,  he  found  a  few  lines,  t^iich  I  have  translated 
as  liteially  as  the  idiom  of  the  two  lan^ages  would  admit. 

Speak  not  a  word  when  this  you’ve  read, 

Or  in  an  instant  you’ll  lx;  dead  , 

Clive  up  your  money,  watch,  and  rings, 

Or  other  valuable  things  ; 

Depart  then  quickly  as  you  will. 

Only  ix'intmber  silence  still. 

The  gentleman  considering  his  situation,  and  the  purport 
of  the  threat  contained  in  the  paper,  thought  it  most  prudent 
to  continue  silent,  and  to  act  as  it  directed — he  accordingly 
delivered  his  watch,  rings,  money,  Ecc.  but,  at  the  same  time, 
renewed  his  survey  of  the  person  to  whom  he  gave  them— 
and  was  so  minute  in  his  sci*utiny,  that  he  fancied  he  could 
at  any  time  swear  to  him. 

The  man  was  soon  after  apprehended  for  a  riot,  and,  on  his 
way  to  the  justice  was  perceived  by  the  gentleman  to  w  horn 
he  had  presented  the  paper,  who  accompanied  him  to  the  ma¬ 
gistrate,  and  exhibited  an  account  of  the  Ik  fore-mentioned  oc¬ 
currences  against  him ;  he  was,  for  want  of  proiKr  proof,  re- 
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specting  Ihc  riot,  acquitted  of  the  aflair,  but  M  as  sent  to  prison 
on  account  of  the  gentleman’s  accusation. 

When  he  was  brought  to  the  bar  to  take  his  trial,  he  ap¬ 
peared  (piite  unconcerned,  and  pleadetl  not  guilty,  with  the 
greatest  confidence  ;  llie  genilenian,  who  was  the  only  c\i- 
dence  that  could  be  protluced,  swore  positively  to  the  fuel,  and 
to  the  identity  of  his  j)erson. 

When  he  came  to  make  his  defence,  he  thus  addressed  the 
bench  : 

“  My  lords,  1  confess  on  the  evening  specified,  I  did  meet 
this  gentleman  on  Pont  Neuf,  and  the  transaction  as  he  has 
related  it  very  exactly,  passed  iKlwecn  us  ;  but  iii  Uk*  afiair, 
I  am  very  far  from  having  been  guilty  of  any  ill  intention— 
It  is  my  misfortune  not  to  be  able  to  read  ;  1  picked  up  the 
pa»>er  just  bcfoix*  I  met  the  gentleman  ;  1  thought  peHiaps  it 
might  be  of  consequence.  Seeing  the  gentleman,  and  judg¬ 
ing  from  his  appearance  that  he  might  lx?  able  to  read  ;  ol>- 
serving  likeM'ise  the  conveniency  of  his  liaving  a  lanthoni  in 
his  hand,  I  requested  that  he  Mould  do  me  the  favoui  to  read 
the  f>a|x;r — he  complied —  and  after  reading  it  to  himstlf,  to 
my  great  surprise,  he  put  his  rings,  watch  and  money  into  my 
hands:  I  was  so  astonished  that  1  had  not  \x)M'er  to  eiupiire 
into  the  contents  of  tlx;  paper,  or  to  follow  him  for  an  explana¬ 
tion  of  his  actions — dUki  wards,  on  reflection,  1  imagined  the 
paper  must  have  been  of  gix*at  value,  and  that  he  had  given 
me  his  rings,  watch  and  money,  in  oJtier  to  get  rid  of  me,  and 
to  keep  to  himself  M’hat  was  far  more  considerable  in  worth. 
Thus,  if  any  one  hath  been  wronged,  1  think  it  is  myself,  and 
I  hope  justice  will  be  done  me.” 

By  this  bold  and  artful  defence,  and  the  notoriety  of  his  not 
having  made  any  formal  demand  on  the  gentleman,  he  got 
off,  for  he  was  acquitted,  though  the  whole  court  was  con¬ 
scious  of  his  being  the  guilty  person. 

A  BISHOP  AND  A  PRIN’CF. 

Th/,  elector  of  Cologne  (who  was  likewise  an  archbishop) 
one  day  swearing  in  a  most  violent  manner,  a  ))easant  who 
was  present,  looked  at  him  with  marks  of  great  surprise.— 
What  does  the  fellow  wonder  at  ?  cried  the  elector — To  hear 
an  archbishop  swear,  answered  the  peasant.  Aye,  said  the 
other,  1  swear  as  a  firince^  not  as  a  bishop.  But  my  loixl,  said 
the  peasant,  vJien  the  /nince  gocM  to  the  da  ily  ivhat  vnll  become 
rf  the  bishop  ? 


)0oettcal  Department. 


•to  THE  EDITOR  OF  fUE  EtE.' 

SIR,  Glormox  is  dead !  Your’s,  ■  — — 

V  m 

The  contentt  of  the  ahoTc  note  brin|(  made  known  to  one  of  our  cor 
respondents,  occasioned  the  following 

ELEGIAC  ii7A\Z.1S. 

CEASEl,  cease,  yc  warbling  songsters  cease, 

Nor  cheerful  greet  the  flow’ry  mead  ; 

Yc  mournful  breezes  now  increase 

Your  sighs,  for  tuneful  lor  mom’s  dead  I 

Night,  mother  of  the  silv’ry  dew, 

'I'hy  sable  mantle  now  assume, 

Thy  solemn  visage,  sad,  renew. 

And  shed  thy  tears  on  G  lor  mom’s  tomb. 

Ye  roaring  toirents,  murm’ring  rills. 

Ye  howling  tempests,  all  be  mute  ; 

Sleep,  Kcho,  on  the  silent  hills,  ^ 

For  silent  now  is  Glormon’s  lutcT 

Ve  tuneful  Nine,  who  wont  t*  inspire 
The  youthful  poet’s  pleasing  strain. 

To  mournful  dirges  strike  the  lyre. 

For  ne’er  will  Glormon  sing  again  ! 

But  Nofie^  sweet  soother,  kind  appears. 

Her  presence  ever  comfort  gives  ; 

She,  smiling,  bids  us  dry  our  tcar4. 

And  whispere  softly — ‘  Glormon  lives  /’  aliciax. 

« 

The  above  effusion  lias  occasioned  the  following 
EESPOjVSE. 

I  LONELY  listen’d  to  the  i-oar. 

Sounding  thro*  evening’s  stillnecs  deep, 

‘  Of  torrents  loud  that  dash  and  pour 

Adown  the  hill,  from  steep  to  steep— 
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(My  seat  a  wild  oak's  topmost  leaf) 

When,  from  some  bower,  rising  slow, 

I  heal’d,  in  lapses  soft  tho’  brief,  ' 

A  lamentable  plaint  of  woe. 

‘  Be  silent  all  ye  murmVing  rills,’ 

Thus  did  the  plaint  of  sadness  flow’— 

‘  Be  still  ye  tori'ents  of  the  hills. 

And  ye,  O  winds,  forbear  to  blow.’ 

Just  then  my  seat  I  well  nigh  lost ; 

For  a  gale  rose,  in  malice  puir. 

Nay,  if  I  had  not  been  a  ghoHy 

Down  headlong  I’d  have  whirl'd  I’m  sure. 

‘  Glohmon  is  dead,  ye  Nine  be  near 

To  weep,*  thus  now  the  mourner  grieved  ; 

But  his  tune  changing,  strange  to  hear. 
Instant  declared  the  dead  w’ight  lived  1 

Now  this  was  wrong,  believe  you  me, 

1  know  the  lad’s  for  ever  lost. 

For  I  the  honour  have  to  be, 

Your  humble  8cn*ant,  sir,  bis  ghost. 


SIR,  O 

Having  attended  poor  Glormon  in  his  last  moments,  we 
deem  it  proper  to  inform  you,  that  we  hcaixl  him  declare  his 
determination  to  visit  you,  if  he  should  hereafter  (for  he  was 
a  disciple  of  the  g^ood  old  philosopher)  make  his  appearance 
in  any  decent  or  christian-like  form  ;  and,  on  opening  his 
will,  we  find  he  has  made  you  the  accompanying  beejuest  ;• 
which  we  present  to  your  woi’ship,  like  honest 

TO  MR.  OPTIC.  EXECUTORS. 


ORICJSAL. 

COQUETTLYG^  isTc. 

SAINTS  and  doctoi’s  I  what  a  pother 
Boys  and  girls  arc  ever  keeping, 

’Bout  their  marry  ing  one  another, 

’Bout  the  hour  ol  bliss  and  weeping. 

*  Consisting  of  several  poetical  pieces,  some  of  which  we  present  to 
our  readers  in  this  nuaiber  of  the  *  £jr.*  ioitor. 
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Such  wild  ft'caksy  and  such  gallanting^ 

Whining,  sighing,  fighting,  swearing, 

Then  such  raking,  romping,  ranting. 

Years  scarce  bring  things  to  a  bearing. 

Such  a  work  they  make  about  it. 

One  would  think,  w  hilc  wedlock  wooing. 

They  were  all  intent  to  fiout  it ; 

And  thro’  hl'c  be  nothing  doing. 

Years  they  waste  in  danghng,  fooling, 

Wherein,  Reason’s  dictates  stifling. 

Girls  are  sclux)l’d  to  pouting,  ruling  ; 

I..ads  to  idling,  dressing,  trifling. 

Night  and  storms  !  sliall  they  thus  flout  me 
NVhen  comes  my  day  girls  to  flatter? 

No,  faith,  ‘//ai'f,  or  do  without  nuy 

Shull  begin  and  end  tlie  matter.  clobmov. 


OHICISAL. 

THE  SO,\Xi  OF  THE  WEST. 

YE  people  of  Europe,  distracted,  disti-ess’d 
Ry  wars,  and  by  tyi-aiiny’s  demons  oppress’d, 

( >,  hear  the  sweet  song  that  is  raised  ^  the  west, 

’'I'ls  liberty,  liberty,  liberty  blest. 

Whero  sets  the  bright  sun,  in  his  flamy  robes  dross’d, 

'1  he  |)oor  man  is  joyful,  and  tranijuil  his  breast. 

Serene  ’mid  his  lovely  groen  hills  may  he  rest, 

In  liberty,  liberty,  liberty  blest. 

Ah  !  whence  spring  the  blessings  that  flow  in  the  west  ? 
The  joy  of  the  poor  man,  his  tranipnlized  breast. 

That  peacelul  amid  his  groen  hills  he  may  rost  ? 

P'rom  liberty,  liberty,  liberty  blest. 

No  fool  or  knave’s  passions  distract  in  the  west. 

The  nation  gives  law  s,  and  those  laws  will  be  best 
Which  act  on  their  source,  for  tlius  guanled,  caress’d, 
Is  liberty,  liberty,  liberty  blest. 

But  when  one,  as  caprice  inspires  the  behest. 

May  plunge  iiUo  hovTors  a  people  oppress’il, 
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O,  where  is  humanit)’^8  gioiy,  life's  zcst^ 

Sweet  liberty,  liberty,  libert)  blest  ? 

Tho*  mild  are  the  children  of  peace  in  the  west. 

Yet  tiled  was  their  fiminess,  their  valour  confess'd. 

And  still  tlieir  sweet  song,  tho’  the  famc-d  sink  to  rest, 

Is  liberty,  liberty,  liberty  blest. 

The  cr\'  of  the  widow  with  phrcnzy  {xyssess'd 
The  wailings  of  innocence,  helpless,  oppress’d, 

Fill  Europe  ;  but  U  I  the  glad  song  of  the  w  est, 

1$  liberty,  liberty,  liberty  blest. 

Shall  millions  still  be  by  a  despot  oppress’d. 

Or  dotanl,  or  dupe,  whom  fell  minions  invest, 

Nor  ever  respond  the  sweet  song  of  the  w  est, 

’Tis  liberty,  liberty,  liberty  blest. 

The  bal'd  in  wild  wood,  the  throng’d  city's  guest, 

The  sire  of  the  cot,  and  the  vel’ron  caress’d. 

Sweet  welcome  you’ll  find  ere  the  beach  you'll  have  press’d, 
To  lilx-rty,  liberty,  liberty  blest. 

Brave  people  of  Europe,  tho’  injured,  distress’d. 

Yet  knowledge  her  seal  on  your  fame  has  impress’d — 

O,  hear  then  the  song  rising  high  in  the  west, 

*Tis  liberty,  liberti',  liberty  blest. 

Now  hush'd  are  the  hills,  and  the  sweet  bii'ds  at  rest. 

No  night-cry  of  war  will  their  slumbers  molest. 

And  mom  will  be  glad  in  the  song  of  west, 

'I'is  liberty,  liberty,  lilierty  blest.  clormox. 


OR  10  IS  A  L. 

LOVE’S  CITADEL, 

“  LOVE  i  what  is  I^ve  ?”  said  laughing  Jake, 
**  Pray  tell  me,  don’t  you  know  ?” 

Indeed,  my  dear,  I  feel  the  pain. 

But  scarce  can  tell  you  how. 

His  citadel  in  you  he’s  found— 

The  loop-holes  ai*e  your  eyes. 

From  which  the  boy  delights  to  wound, 
Thence,  true  his  arrow  flies. 


